sc.ii.]          THE LEABNED LADIES              103

HEN. I know little of the beauties of people's writ-
ings ; intellectual pursuits are not in my line.

PHIL. Never mind : presently I will tell you a secret,,
which you ought to know.

THIS. The sciences contain nothing that can touch
you; your only care is to know how to charm.

HEN. One is as little to me as the other; I have no

desire . . .
B^L. Oh 1 let us reflect on the new born babe,  I

beseech you.
PHIL. Come, little lad, bring chairs quickly.    (The

page boy falls down with the chair.)    What a clumsy

youth 1   Ought people to fall down when they have

learned the equilibrium of things?
BEL. Do you not see the reason why you fell, stupid

boy?   It was caused by your deviation from the

fixed point that we call the centre of gravity.
L'EPIN. I saw it, Madam, when I was on the ground.

PHIL. Clumsy fellow !

THIS. Well for him he is not made of glass.

ARM. Ah ! what ready wit.

BEL. It is inexhaustible.

PHIL. Now serve us up your tempting repast.

THIS. A dish of only eight lines seems scanty fare to
appease the great hunger I see before me. I think
I shall do well to add to the epigram,, or, rather, to
the madrigal, the seasoning of a sonnet, which a
certain princess thought somewhat delicate. It is
seasoned throughout with Attic salt, and you will,
I believe, find it passably good.

ARM. Ah ! I have no doubt of it.

PHLL. Let us listen at once.

B&L. (Interrupting him each time he tries to begin). I feel
my heart thrill beforehand; I love poetry to dis-
traction, particularly when the verses are gallantly
turned.

PHIL. If we keep on talking he cannot say anything.